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shallow upturned bows of our silly little boat.   At every
stroke we drifted with the wind farther back away from the
ship and nearer to the long floe which bounded one side of
the lead.   Now we could see the little capes and indenta-
tions on its low, white cliffs and the sapphire blues that
lurked in its hollows.    Now we could hear the waves flip-
flapping against it where it overhung.    My wrists and fore-
arms, unaccustomed to so much exercise, were now aching
so that they were almost useless.   Water blisters had burst
on my palms and the tips of my fingers were icy cold.    But
James Marr pulled steadily and evenly as a sailor pulls, or as
I have seen Cornish fishermen pull, sitting a little sideways on
his thwart.   As for me, I caught crabs.    I chopped the
waves.    I sent up glittering showers of spray.   And we
made no progress at all for every second the floe astern of us
drew nearer.   Three penguins shot out of the water on to it
and stood watching us with fatuous and infuriating uncon-
cern.    " Take it slowly," said Marr.    " You'll find it much
easier."    I had been pulling with short strokes largely to get
my oars in at the troughs of the waves so as to knock the tops
off them as little as possible with the backward sweep of the
oar.   But even when I altered my stroke we made very
little progress for the wind was freshening every minute.
Suddenly Gates said,  "Keep it up.   The motor-boat's
coming."   I looked over my shoulder and saw her, with
relief, as a black speck far off with plumes of white at her
bows.    It  was   an   encouraging   spectacle.    My  waning
spirits revived.    " The last lap," I thought and, redoubling
our efforts, we kept abreast of the wind or even, perhaps,
made a little headway.    Soon we could hear the splutter of
the motor-boat's engine and could see the figures in her.   It
was almost over.   Very soon she would pick us up.   We
rested on our oars, panting, seeing stars, warming our ice-
cold fingers, waiting thankfully to be picked up.   As we
waited and gave thanks we drifted without noticing it back
before the wind the whole of the way we had come and